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= Ks N days of yore, ev'n in this cold, dull, clime, 
1 5 Our Poets were inſpir'd with more chan 
Fe rhime; 

In a rich Poem, for a ſhilling bought, 

You'd have, at leaſt, a pennyworth of thought. 

But, in this glorious, this Auguſtine, age, 

We're grown ſo mighty, and ſo wond'rous fage ; 


Our Genius is ſo militar'ly dull, 


His ſword ſo flaming, and ſo thick his ſcull, 


That ſcarce a page, from trajedy to farce, 


Deſerves to wipe an Ancient Poet's a 
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— What! we no poets? ſure the man is mad: 
I'll name a ſcore will make thy heart full glad. 
There's Whitehead, Maſon, Gray, Fauks, Churchel, Scot, 
With many more, whoſe pains I have forgot. 
- No matter, friend, forget them as you pleaſe ; 
Poſterity will do as much by theſe. 


WuirzHtap, I own, deſerves the higheſt praiſe, 


For this plain reaſon — Sir, he wears the bays z 
And all the world, from hiſtory, can tell, 
That Engliſh Laureates always ſung full well. 


Maso might once aſſert a poet's claim; 

But he muſt needs write Odes, and blaſt his fame. 
Gray ſung a tuneful ſong on Colin's ſhrine, 

And all his works in print look wond'rous fine ; 
But then alas! he fell and broke his reed, 

To future Bards, a mighty loſs indeed ! 

Fauks 


Fauxs — him the Muſes now no more control! : 
He's happy, if he can but ſave a ſoul. 

His Bible-cuts deſerve the greateſt praiſe. 

"Tis ſweet to drive to Heaven in a chaiſe ! 

If Chriſt, upon the croſs, for drink ſhould call, 
C———1 would teach him vinegar and gall. 
Romane and Whitfield-like, in pious rhime, 

He damns the play'rs ſome years before their time. 
| Scot in the clouds might ſtrum a David's harp ; 
But then, alas! his noſe is horrid ſharp. 

The man has fancy, may have been at ſchool ; 


And yet a Coxcomb needs muſt be a fool. 
Of theſe enough. Raptur'd I tune my lyre, 
T o nobler themes, and with poetic fire 
The Epic Mule prepares, in lofty ftrains 
To ſing, and humble ſong, and bards diſdains. 
The 
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The Galls were now ſubdu'd, their fleets deſtroy'd, 


And Roman arms with glut of conqueſt cloy'd, 
When Czſar, even to Barbarians kind, 
In pity of their woes, to peace inclin'd. 

Fathers, he ſaid, ye are conven'd thus late 
On things of much importance to the ſtate. 
Thanks to the Gods! and to your counſels wile, 
Succeſs hath crown'd my ev'ry enterprize; 
And now it ſeems as if the Fates decreed 
That the perfidious Gall no more ſhould bleed. 
Suppliant he comes, the bacbinger of peace, 
Imploring, that hoftilities may cents: 
Witneſs Eternal Jove ! I know no charms 
In devaſtation, and the din of n 
I feel for ev'ry mortal that's oppreſt, 
And wiſh that all mankind with peace were bleſt. 

Admit 


9] 
Admit the ſuppliant Gall” —— The Gall advanc'd 


Cringing and ſcraping as he walk'd — or danc'd. 
Blithe was his aſpe&, affable and ſpruce ; 

He fill'd the atmoſphere with eau-de-Luce. 

His hands deſcrib'd large circles in the air: 

In this, a ſcroll, in that, a 7abatiere. 

The ſcroll contain'd, of future peace the plan: 
He cut a caper, and he thus began. 

Gallia's great king his royal greeting ſends, 
And aſks to number Cæſar mongſt his friends. 
His pious ſoul, oppreſt with human woes, 
Reſolves to give the harraſs d world repoſe 
Content if to val might retire 


And cook his jellies o'er his kitchin fire, 


In which great art his ſocial friends can tell 


How much the king doth all his cooks excell. 
/ Beſides, 


E 
Beſides, he longs to kiſs his P= = A 
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Saving your preſence, L L keeps a whore. 

But now, ſo far from having time to kiſs, 

You ſcarce allow the Monarch time to p—-. 

Thy conq'ring arms, great Czfar, ſtraight recall, 

And to a brimſtone's arms reſign the Gall. 

Our humble terms I make no doubt will pleaſe ; 

I have them on this ſcroll, and they are theſe. 
Firſt, we expect the Romans will reſtore 

All thoſe dominions we poſleſs'd before : 


Dominions by inheritance our own, 


Which, lawleſs, they have raviſh'd from our crown. 


Next, for our preſent comfort and relief, 
They ſhall tranſport a cargo of roaſt-bect. 
Beſides an annual tribute they ſhall pay 


Of one good Sir Loin ev'ry Chriſtmas day. 


Moreover, 


E 


Moreover, they ſhall wear upon their backs, 


Fixt to their heads, black ſilken Gallic ſacks. 

Alſo their females, if politely bred, 

Upon each cheek ſhall wear a badge of red : 

And hence no Roman, none but Galls ſhall dare 
To clip and frizzle frazzle all their hair; 

Between their ruby lips to thruſt a file, 

And, whilſt they ſuffer torture, make them ſmile. 
Galls, none but Galls, in this and future ages, 


Shall dare to {kip and caper On their ſtages. 


Theſe are our terms, if Cæſar be our friend, 
His hoſtages, as iſual, he may ſend. 

Czſar, ſurpris'd, with juſt reſentment fir'd, 
Deign'd no reply, roſe up, frown'd, and retir'd. 


The Council roſe, bow'd to his {weeping ti ain, 


Shook their wiſe heads, and ſo fat down again, 
B 2 They 


* 
They humm'd and ha'd ; but yet no Roman, ſpoke, 
Th'impatient Gall the painful filence broke; 


For to the magpie-Gall, or old or young, 


'Tis torture to be forc'd to hold his tongue. 


Cæſar retires offended : be it ſo; | 
No matter, ſince we politicians know, 
That of all kingdoms tis the happy fate 
To be controll'd by Miniſters of State. 


Therefore to you, great Council, I addreſs 


My terms, and from your wiſdom hope ſucceſs. 4 ON 3 
And now behold, to all his noble friends RR 1 
The Preſents which the king my maſter ſends. _ 
For G wile here's a bottle of the beſt 
That ever lull'd an honeſt ſoul to reſt. 


1 


NZ, with great care, I've brought for you, 


Hot, very hot, an exquiſite ragout. 
For 


„ 

For 2 3 here's de St. Louis le Croix, 
Un grand honneur, mon Cher, en croyes moi. 
And knowing that, alas | thou art but poor 
Our Monarch ſends thee too a Lowis-d'or. 
To AZZ, whom the Gallic king regards, 
I bring, a noble gift, three packs of cards. 
wet: the naught for thee, upon my life ; 
But here's a liver for thy poor, poor, wite. 
Great patriot "RD 

| Hold, hold, the patriot cried, 
Take back thy gifts; full often I've been try'd, 
And all the world, th' admiring world, can tell, 
I ne'er receiv'd the worth of a nutſhell. 


To whom the Gall: Thy virtues ſtand confeſs'd : 
Of lucre thou haft nobly born the teſt ; 


B 3 But 
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But thou ſhalt take this box, ſo light, fo pretty, 
It holds the freedom of our ancient city : 
And, to prevent what envious tongues might ſay, 
The box is only papier mache. 

Well then, the patriot ſaid, ſince tis not gold, 
And not the price of my dear country ſold, 
They cannot ſay I took it for the pelt : 
It juſt compleats the number on my ſhell. 


Thanks to the Gods | exclaim'd the raptur'd Gall, 
The king hath hit the guſto of you all. 


Adieu, my friends, the matter now debate : 
Weigh well the cauſe before it be too late ; 
For, if your patriot phrenſy ye purſue, 
Your fatal deeds the child unborn ſhall rue. 
Saint Denis, lately, in a viſion, told 


Our Monarch, that he ſhould not want for gold ; 


'That 


1 
: 
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That Jove, as into Danae's lap of yore, 
Would ſhower into the lap of P= . 
For Jove hath no averſion to a whore. 
By Styx he ſware, if ye prolong the war, 
Rather than fail, he'd clip and coin a ſtar; 
He'd build us ſhips of clouds, (nay never- wonder) 
And arm them too with lightning and with thunder. 
By Jove tis true, how ſtrange ſoc'er it ſeems, 
All this he dreamt, for L often dreams. 

His ſpeech thus ended, now the Gall withdrew, 
Swearing once more, by Gallic faith, twas true: 
And now, departing with politeſt airs, 

He tript and tumbled neck and heels down ſtairs. 
from the rapid chariot of the ſun, 


In ancient times, th' adyentrous Phaeton 
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II. 


O ME forty years have paſt, or ſomewhat 


more, 


Since (days of bliſs, lamented days of yore!) 
Conſtant and early, each returning morn, 
To ſchool I travel'd thro' the ſpangled corn. 
Mitho vpe ay hee, ao ics HHS bald the day: 
Chearful I ſung, or whiſtled, on my way. 
A leathern ſatchel *croſs my back I bore : 
Ah! days of peace, fled to revirn no more | 
In thoſe bleſt times of innocence and youth, 
When truth ſeem'd fabulous and fable truth, 
I well emen that old Homer ſung 


Of great commotions whilſt the world was young. 


© The 
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The Grecian chiefs together by the ears, 
And T roy exhauſted after nine long years 
Of bloody fruitleſs war, Olympian Jove 
Conven'd to council all the gods above. 
They ponder, whether now the war ſhould ceaſe, 
And Greek and T rojan bands unite in peace ; 
Or whether ſtill, augmenting human woes, 
To let both Gods and men return to blows. 

So the ſage council of imperial Rome 
Weigh'd peace and war, and great events to come. 
Firſt G 2 MY : The world muſt needs confeſs, 
I've ſtear'd the helm « council with ſucceſs ; 
And upon record 'twill for ever ſtand 
That, once, three days and nights I rul'd this land. 
With our late Monarch to the wars I went 
And hither tidings of a vict'ry ſent, 


Wrote on the bearer's back, without a tent. 


: L303 
We ſlew, that day, a thouſand Gallic beaus, 


And took a thouſand more in filken hoſe, 
With all their ſtock of gold and ſilver clothes. 
Hence, of this council, I am proud to boaſt 
That I one have ſeen the Gallic hoſt ; 

And hence may be preſum'd, that I alone 

Am qualified to ſay what ſhould be done. 

Ye all have heard, for ſure ye all have ears, 
What Gallia's Envay faid to raiſe our fears : 
That Jupiter had, in a viſion, told 


His dreaming king, he ne'er ſhould want for gold; 

What to dame Danae he had done before 

He meant to do again with parked; 

He added alſo, If I do not blunder, | 

That Jove had promis'd ſhips of clouds, and thunder. 
| 


Romans and fellow-counſellors ! I pray, 


Attend to what my learning bids me fay ; 
C 2 For 
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„ 
For, in my ſhelved garret ye may find, 


In leaving ſchool, I left no books behind. 

T he Grecian bard, whom molt of all I love, 
Informs mankind, that dreams proceed from Jove. 
A dream why may not Tove, if Gallia's friend, 


To 1, as to Agamemnon, ſend ? 


If Jupiter reſolves, for Gallia's ſake, 4 
To ſpend as much as PZ242%Z%yill take. 


That Gallia's king ſhould triumph, where's the wonder? 
And if he means to fight us with his thunder, 
In ſpite of all our ſtrength, we muſt knock under. 
For Gods to fight with men is nothing new; 
So Homer ſung, and Homer's ſong was true. 
He ſaid, and they ſuſpected no diſguiſe ; 
For well they know, that G— — never lies. 
To him, enendf/e_ thus : The Gods can tell, 
Or peace, or war, I wiſh my country well. 


It 


YE 
If ye ſhould doubt my learning, aſk not me, 
But yonder learned Univerſity. 
Tho' feats of war, per chance, I may not boaſt, 


The world will own, that I'm a gen'rous hoſt. 


That in my country's cauſe, both night and day, 


I've feaſted all my ſubſtance quite away. 
I wiſh the war might end: As Tam a ſinner, 
I ſhould rejoice to re our foes a dinner. 
Then A — roſe: I neither know to ſpeak 


In oratorial ſtyle, nor conſtrue Greek; 


But this I know, no thunder from the ſkies 


Will ever frighten honeſt DauN-Myw-EVES. 

Ev'n I myſelf ſhould much rejoice to meet 

Vice-Adm'ral Jupiter's celeſtial fleet. 

I'd hold him five to four I'd drub him well, 
And quickly ſend his heav'nly ſhips to hell. 

Rap 


But 
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But I adviſe a peace: 'twere death to go, 
And loſe an evening at the portico. 

Now B92: ſpake: Tis obvious to you all, 
That I'm eſteem'd a valiant General ; 
Elſe whence this croſs preſented by the Gall? 


But future annals amply will relate 

The battles I have fought to ſerve the tate: 
Yet I confeſs, I dread the foes above; 
For even I am not a match for Jove. 
Alas | the days are paſt of Roman glory: 

A ſhocking figure we ſhall make in ſtory ! 
All our vaſt conqueſts we muſt now reſtore 


To the great Thunderer, and P— 


tb hire nes ET 


But let's enquire, before it be too late, 
Whoſe miniſtry hath thus reduc'd the ſtate? 
There fits the man, whoſe vanity may boaſt 
That he alone, of late, hath rul'd the roaſt. 
| Each 
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Each frantic Roman city, with a pox, 

Muſt needs preſent a paultry butter- box. 

But better never came of patriot cant ; 
Mere froth and Ciceronian Senate-rant. 
"Twas a vile trick to gull the gaping crowd, 
With plans of frugal ſchemes, and prating loud ; 


And, after all his cant, to ſquander more 
Than Minifter had ever done before : 


To ſwear, that not a man, with his conſent, 


Should cver w Ocrmmuia's plains be ſent. 
How he hath kept his word, I need not tell; 
Our ruin'd legions ſpeak the truth too well : 
And all to fave a paultry ſpot of ground, 
Whoſe value {carce amounts to fifty pound. 
I ſwear, the guilty man, whoe' er he be, 


Deſerves no better than the pillory. 
Up-rifing 


1 


Up-rifing ſlow, one hand upon his breaſt, 
Great Patriot P. the council thus addreſt. 
Th'immortal rulers of the radiant ſky, 
Who read the hearts of men, will teſtify, 
That I would ſpill each vital drop of blood 
To ſerve my king, if for my country's good. 


When lately ſhe'd receiv'd a deadly wound, 


And, in ſad plight, lay welt'ring on the ground, 

"Twas I that rais'd her on the martial plain, 

Clapt her broad back, and bade hc fight again, 

So when between the trees a wolf appears, 

The trembling flocks are ſcatter d by their fears, 

Untill the ſhepherd, rouzing from his ſleep, 

Starts up, and re- collects the ſcatter'd ſheep. 
Lives there a Roman who'll refuſe to own 

That I alone have rais'd th'Imperial crown 


From 
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From juſt contempt, and that alone to me 


Muſt be aſcrib'd our late proſperity? 
O daſtard Romans ! if, within your veins, 
A fingle drop of Roman blood remains, 
Purſue a war, ſo glorious and fo juſt, 
And cruſh the proud perfidious Gall to duſt | 
If Jove, or any god in all the ſkies, 
Concludes a treaty with our. enemies, 
We'll ſend a fleet ſhall batter heav'ns high wall, 
And force an anſwer categorical. 
His ſhips and thunder are an arrant jeſt: 
Let's try if Jove or we can thunder beſt. 

He faid, and fate, Grave Hz thus replied: 


Of thy integrity I'm fatisfied. 
To thee alone our conqueſts are aſcrib'd, 
And I believe, thou never haſt been brib'd. 
D 5 
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Of thy great zeal we've had ſufficient proof, 


And for thy country thou haſt done enough. 
Man is but man: it plainly now appears, ö 


That thou'rt enfeebl'd by increaſing years. 


Thy brain's on fire; thou talk'ſt of ſcaling heav'n: 4 
No ſtronger proof of madneſs need be giv'n. 1 


Hence 'tis our duty, ere it be too late, 

To take thy burthen, and ſecure the ſtate. 
But, left thou ſhou'dſt complain of uſage hard, { 
Thy ſervices ſhall have' their dne reward. 4 


I'm authoriz'd to ſay, thou ſhalt enjoy 
Ox THOUSAND POUNDS a year, thou and thy boy. a 
To whom thus P., enflam'd with noble rage: 


Ungrateful country! O degen' rate age 


I who have dreamt of naught but public weal ; = 
Whoſe very breath was patriotic zeal ; f 
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I who haye diſregarded ſmiles or frowns ; 
I who am free of ſuch a heap of towns : 
Shall I, in time of need, deſert them all, 
And unconcern'd behold my country fall ? 
Forbid it Heav'n! As in my actions paſt, 
Ye ſtill ſhall find me patriot to the laſt.” 

Thus Kg If One thouſand will not do, 
Patriot, thy yearly penſion ſhall be T W O. 

The patriot thus: No! I deſpiſe your offers; 
I can be ſatisfied with empty coffers. 
Th' admiring world can tell (for I'm no glutton) 
That I can dine upon a leg of mutton : 
And, if great Czfar ſhould preſume to ſcold, 
I'll advertiſe my horſes to be ſold. 

He ſaid, and HEL tus : O matchleſs pride |! 
But tis reſolv d, thou ſhalt be ſatisfied. 


Thou 


A 
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Thou ſhalt receive, from all deductions clear, 
Thou and thy Boy, Tyxts rhousAxp POUNDS a year. 


The Patriot roſe: From all deductions clear, 


— 


Didſt thou not ſay, Three thouſand pounds a year? 
"Tis done. I take the boon. The world's a fades 1 
And ſo my CouxrxY now may kiſs my a — £ 
So pious Joan of Arc“ had long withſtoed . © | 
Balaam's lewd aſs, for her dear country's good, 
Untill, at length, the beaſt diſplays his charms : | | 
Temptation grows too ſtrong ; her boſom warms: 


And now he finks into her willing arms, 
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* See Voltaire's Pucelle. Book XXIV, 


